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England, but an island surrounded by sea, with a
separate and, indeed, a terrible history of its own, often
unaffected by events of national importance to English
people, and torn and rent by internal happenings that
are wholly unknown or quite irrelevant to the mass of
English people, rumours of which indeed often barely
penetrate into the minds of those who sit in high places
and rule both countries. A sort of perverted malice
seems to have taken charge of the relations between
the two.
The Sinn Fein rebellion was a blow to all who hoped
for a gradual lessening of hostility. But the severity
with which the rebellion was crushed was, many of us
believe, a far worse blow. England had her oppor-
tunity, an opportunity of treating the Irish Rising as
De Wet's Risingx was treated in South Africa. The
rising was crushed, her enemies were at her feet. What
a glorious opportunity for killing with clemency the old
tradition of hatred and the memory of the atrocities
of '98 that have festered so long in the imagination of
the Irish people. By some malign fate, as ever,
England showed her hardest side in her dealings with
Ireland. Those irresponsible and extraneous shootings
and horrors which seem to be inseparable from the
advance of a conquering army in a hostile country were
not enough. Fourteen deliberate executions of men
widely known and admired were carried out under
heart-rending circumstances. And thus Ireland's old
tradition of defiance and hatred gets new lease of life,
and her ideal gesture remains through the ages 'the
laughing gesture of a young man going into battle or
climbing a gibbet/ The cry of Kathleen ni Hoolihan
is ever in her people's ears :
' He died for love of me; many a man has died for love
of me.'
1 In 1914.

